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When she walks forth, ye perfum'd wings o' th' East,
Fan her, till with the sun she hastes to th' West,
And when her heav'nly course calls up the day,
And breaks as bright, descend some glistering ray           40

To circle her and her as glistering hair,
That all may say a living saint shines there.
Slow Time, with woollen feet make thy soft pace,
And leave no tracks i' th' snow of her pure face.
But when this virtue must needs fall, to rise                    45

The brightest constellation in the skies,
When we in characters of fire shall read
How clear she was alive, how spotless dead,
All you that are akin to piety

(For only you can her close mourners be),                       50

Draw near, and make of hallow'd tears a dearth,
Goodness and Justice both are fled the earth.

If this be to be thankful, I 've a heart
Broken with vows, eaten with grateful smart,
And beside this, the vile world nothing hath                    55

Worth anything but her provoked wratb:
So then, who thinks to satisfy in time, .
Must give a satisfaction for that crime;
Since she alone knows the gift's value, she
Can only to herself requital be,                                       60

And worthily to th' life paint her own story
In its true colours and full native glory;
Which when perhaps she shall be heard to tell,
Buffoons and thieves, ceasing to do ill,
Shall blush into a virgin-innocence,                                 65

And then woo others from the same offence:
The robber and the murderer, in spite
Of his red spots, shall startle into white;
All good (rewards laid by) shall still increase
For love of her, and villainy decease;                              70

Naught be ignote, not so much out of fear
Of being punish'd, as offending her.

So that, whenas my future daring bays
Shall bow itself in laurels to her praise,
To crown her conqu'ring goodness, and proclaim             75

The due renown and glories of her name;
My wit shall be so wretched and so poor,
That, 'stead of praising, I shall scandal her,